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Written in the Year 1689. 
By the Honourable Mr. Lo Vp, 


Then Batchelor of Arts, and Fellow 
of Pembroke- Hall in Cambridge. 


J. 


HEN England was not ſafe in its own Strength at home, 
Unleſs upheld by Fance or Rome; 


When We to foreign Counſels truſt, 
The once Juſt Jemes can be no longer Juſt: 
For the Stateſman with his Counſel brings, 
ps Or the 1 or the Bliſs of Kings 
With ſignal Service he ſupports the Throne, 
Or elſe debaſes it to Scorn : 
Which our Great Counſellor of late ſufficiently hath done; 
In all the hidden Paths of Miſchief eaught, 
No Jeſuit for nought, - 
No Bungler at his Trade, 
But full ot Lreaſon leads a Monarch on, 
Until his giddy Head could not ſupport a * 
Bids him abdicate his Throne. | : 
Then We, as Adam, could not be alone: 
Sought a meet Help, and by Heaven's Aid, 
What Heaven it ſelf commanded, We have made: 
Never was Nation found ſo happy yet, 
As Heaven's Decrees with their Deſires to meet, 
Or Heaven their falt'ring Prayers to antedate. 
Thus England ſhall, by Heaven and You reſtor'd, 
Give the commanding Word 
To ſuppliant Worlds; and ruPd by You, 
Thoſe who ſubmit, protect; who dare refiſt; ſubdues 


II. 
When Liber and Property did lie, + 
Ex petting which ſhould firſt (or both 3 ar, Rt 
When gaſping Laws foreſaw their Doom, _ 
A Sacrifice to greedy Rome, | 
Contented only with an Hecatomb : 
Then England did thy Arms intreat, 
And pray'd Thee for her Safety, not * own, 
Tok Lan empty Throne ; 
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[{ 2 1] 
Scepters and; Crowns were not thy Aim, 
But to thy mighty Deeds naloughn ewards became. 
n Was ever Man ſo lov'd by Fate, 
That He muſt either be Vzju# or Great ? 


Sime then the Fates our s couf 1 ur. woe, 


Juſtice and Wiſdom bid us court Him tod; 
| | | Whofe Ghories © unſhake * 
du They their own Pame declare, 

N They more for themſelves can do, 
Than Poets in their Verſe, tho that's immortal too. 
What Fortune did attend your happy Ergliſh Wars? 

| Not ſtain'd with Chriſtian Blood, 

G By which we fear'd to be O erflow'd. 

15 For Bloody is with you no Epirliet to Mars; 
W This ſpecial Gift ſhe did preſerve for Thee, 
BY aaa The darling Favourite of Hers, 
Which yet ſhe never dealt with Victory 
Ao the braveſt Conquerors, 
For by thy gentle Temper well ſhe knew 
The way to pleaſe Thee beſt, was to preſerve thy Foe: 
For. Laurels fer in Blood do rarely, very rarely grow. 


Den , ß 
One did, *tis true, God's choſen People free 
From Egyptian Slavery: 
Guided by his wiſe Command, 
They view'd the Confines of the-promis'd Land; 
| But a Second led them on, | 
And made the new diſcover'd Land their own : 
(Too great a Work to be perform'd by one) 
See Heaven's Favourites out-done by You, 
Our Moſes, and our Joſbus too, | 
For You alone have done, what both ot them could do. 
— ä Eug lan of late, till You did reign, gm, | 
= fler Valour did at home confine & 
But now the World dreads her Alarms, 
* The World has felt and trembles at her Arms: 
Secure of Death who dare oppoſe? 
But You are gentle to your proſtrate Foes; 
Succeſs ſhall triumph on your brandiſh'd Sword, 
And kind officious Vidtory wait * commanding Word; 
F- The hungry Fates ſhall you obey, 
Who dare do more than they? 
And 2 return you thanks for their deſired Prey. 
Thy flaming Sword, like that the Angel bore, 
The Garden of Lillies ſhall ſecure, 
And water 't with a bloody Shower: 
The Sea ſhall ſwell with Blood till it invade the Land, 1 
And drown your flying Foes, who think to ſcape Four Hand. 
But then what better with thy Praiſe ſhall ſuit, 
T ſhall make that Land a Paradiſe without forbidden Fruit, 
And Thou thy ſelf ſhalt be the Guardian Angel to't. | 
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